SIR PHILIP  SIDNEY

Niggard Time threats, if we miss
This large offer of our bliss,
Long stay, ere he grant the same:
Sweet, then, while each thing doth frame,

Take me to thee, and thee to me.

No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be.

Your fair mother is a-bed,

Candles out and curtains spread;

She thinks you do letters write;

Write, but first let me indite:
Take me to thee, and thee to me.
No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be,

Sweet, alas, why strive you thus?

Concord better fitteth thus;

Leave to Mars the force of hands,

Your power in your beauty stands:
Take me to thee, and thee to me.
No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be,

Woe to me!  and do you swear

Me to hate, but I forbear?

Cursed be my destinies all,

That brought me so high to fall!
Soon with my death I will-please thee:
No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be.
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From Cottoni Posthuma MS
Wooing Staff
Faint Amorist, what!  dost thou think
To taste Love's honey, and not drink
One dram of gall ? or to devour
A world of sweet and taste no sour ?
Dost thou ever think to enter
The Elysian fields that^dar'st not venture
In Charon's barge?   A lover's mind
Must use. to sail with every wind*
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